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One 


Author's Notes: 
Yes. Another of Lia\'s crackbunnies. We really never should be left alone. 


This was his town. 

And anyone who didn't know that learned in a hurry. 

He stood at the open door, smoking, watching through narrowed eyes as Henjo Richter, the local cattle baron, 
drew his horse to a halt in front of the saloon, his top two hands trailing behind him as usual. There was 
something funny about those boys. Something he didn't trust. 

But then again, it's hard to trust a man who wears pink chaps, let alone two men that do. 


And sometimes, so he heard, nothing else. 


He could hear the squeal from the saloon owner when Richter stepped inside. He was good for business, both 


the downstairs and the upstairs trade. And Kai knew good upstairs when he saw it. Tossing the butt of his 
smoke into the street he turned to go back inside when a newly hung poster caught his eye. 


REWARD 

Wanted 

Dead or Alive 

The Fuzzy Haired Kid 

There was a drawing of the Kid, along with some information on why he was wanted. Cattle rustling, bank 
robbery, spitting on the sidewalk, all the usual. He rode with another, a man they called Fat Butt, who looked 
more like he'd smile you to death rather than fill you with lead. But he hadn't been around as long as he had 
without knowing that behind the smile could lurk the mind of a killer. Although a closer look at the drawing 


made him wonder if there was a mind lurking there at all. 


The reward money was good, even better if you brought them in alive. Seems that there were those who 
wanted to see them jerk off at the end of a rope rather than pumped with heat. 


They'd just better stay out of his town. 
Because if they didn’t, he'd have something to pump into both of them. 
"Sheriff Weikath?" 


He didn't bother to lower his boots off the desk, instead using a finger to flick the brim of his hat up to give 
a look to his deputy. "Doni." 


Dani shuffled his feet. "Looks like there night be some trouble over at the Kai Palace." 


Weikath sighed and set his feet on the floor, the legs of his chair crashing down on the pine planks. "What kind 
of trouble?" 


"ls that Reverend Kiske. Over there talking about repenting whores and cheap liquor." 


Weikath snorted and got to his feet. "You can tell he doesn't spend much time there. Those whores repent 
nothing and the liquor sure isn't cheap." Grabbing his gun he strapped it on, tying it down to his leg and then 
pulling it from the holster, squinting down the barrel as he popped the chamber and gave it a spin, making 
sure it was fully loaded. 


He had forgotten to do that once and it had been pretty embarrassing to find out when he was ready to fire 
that he was bone dry. 


With a sigh, he settled his hat on his head "Come on, let's take a look" And with his faithful sidekick creeping a 
few steps behind, he headed out into the street. 


He could hear him before he got to the saloon, carrying on about God and sin and the wages of such. Weikath 
could have told him sin didn't pay too good, just ask all the sinners pushing up daisies in the town boneyard. He 
paused in the doorway, nearly ending up with a deputy up his ass when Dani didn't notice he'd stopped, the 
surprised grunt from him covered by the hard praying preacher that was holding forth on the bar. 


"Repent! Repent thy evil ways! Oh, ye sinners that frolic with these whores of Babylon! These jezebels of 
society! These sick and lonely creatures that think they are only worth a dollar..." 


"Heyl" A small redhead stalked toward him, her satin skirt swishing against her legs. "I don't know what whore 
you've been paying but it costs a hell of a lot more than a dollar!" 


The reverend never slowed. "And here before us stands one of these lost souls! Go forth to God, my daughter! 


Go forth and..." 


The redhead snorted. "Daughter? You'd better think again preacher!" Lifting her dress, she..er..well, considering 
there was a cock shaking back and forth... 


Weikath had to bite back the laugh. There certainly was nothing shy or demure about Kai. 
The reverend's eyes bulged. "Sinner! Harlot! Strumpet! You..you..SICKO!" 


Kai lowered his dress and smoothed it over his thighs. "Watch it holy man! Most men pay good money to call 
me that!" 


Deciding he had better step in before it got worse, the sheriff sauntered in. "Is there a problem here?" 
Kai squeaked and ran to him, draping himself on the sheriff's arm and gazing up with wide brown eyes. "Oh 
thank heavens, a real man! He's saying all kinds of mean things about us Sheriff Weikath! And saying | sell 
cheap liquor!" 

"Well Kai, we all know the liquor isn't the cheap thing at this establishment.” 

"Sheriff Weikath." 


The low growl of his name could only be coming from one source. 


Sascha. 


Kai's protégé. 
Weikath turned and touched the brim of his hat. "Ma.er..Sir.” 


Sascha slinked to him, tossing the feather boa over his shoulder and eyeing the sheriff with an appraising 
hunger which nearly made him lose his breakfast. 


From last month. 

"Nice of you to come and take care of us, Sheriff Weikath. We'll have to show you our gratitude." Sascha 
rubbed against him like a big cat. Weikath frowned. Not that he had anything against pussies mind you. Only 
problem was, Sascha wasn't the kind of pussy Weikath had in mind. 


Kai batted his eyes. "And we can be very grateful." 


"Just doing my job." Weikath peeled himself away and ambled over to the bar. "Why don't you climb down off 
there and go leave these folks in peace? They're not bothering you." 


"They are a bother to the entire town! An unlanced boil on the butt of humanity! A rancid sore that needs the 


pus squeezed from it!" 
"We got it, we got it! Another analogy like that and you're going to have my lunch." Weikath swallowed, shaking 
his head. "How about you just get down and go away before | arrest you for disturbing the pieces..| mean 


peace?" 


Grumbling, Reverend Kiske climbed down and flounced from the saloon, muttering vile threats about being back 


with his congregation. 


Kai swooned, by sheer luck -- and several quick side steps -- falling into Henjo Richter's lap. "A mob of angry 
townspeople! Oh my, whatever shall | do?" 


Always the gentleman, Richter patted his cheek "Don't worry Kai, I'll leave Dirk and Dan to protect you." 
"Us?" chorused the pink chapped twosome. 


Kai smiled and moved Richter's hand from his cheek to his face. "I knew | could count on you, Henjo. You're 


always looking out for my virtue." 


Weikath bit back the question that formed in his mind. He really didn't want to know how much Kai charged for 
that. 


It had been a few days since the scene at the saloon Reverend Kiske hadn't made good on his threat, but the 
sheriff had noticed the townspeople were being pretty cool to Kai when he was out amongst them. In fact, he 
had been in the general store when Kai came in and Uli had made it a point to ignore Kai completely until given 


a gentle reminder he was there. 
If you could call the point of a parasol shoved up your ass gentle. 


Sheriff Weikath had taken a stroll around town, arriving back at his office and spotting a strange horse tied 
outside The Kai Palace. That in itself wasn't strange, but the fact the horse's back was swayed in the middle 


made him look a few times. Wincing, he shook his head. Either that was one old horse or one big ass rider. 


Deciding to take a closer look, he checked both ways before crossing the street, stopping beside the horse and 
giving him a sympathetic pat. Pushing open the swinging door, he glanced around the saloon, his eyes settling on 
a table near the back that held a well draped Kai, Sascha perched on the arm of a chair and giggling at 
something the man with them had said. 


Sheriff Weikath stared, taking in the features of the stranger. 

He was blonde, or at least what was hanging under his hat was. Didn't look to be too tall, blue eyes and a solid 
chest. He was smiling, his teeth flashing at the gi.guys, one hand resting on Sascha's leg while the other curled 
around a glass of Kai's finest whiskey. 

He'd seen him somewhere before. The man saw him, his eyes narrowing, the smile fading. 

He didn't look happy. 

Whether it was the sight of a man he thought was here to see one of the hostesses, or because of the big 
star that was pinned to his chest, he didn't know. But those blue eyes were now shifting around as if looking 


for a way out. 


The blonde pushed himself to his feet, hands relaxed at his sides, hovering just above the guns he wore on 


both thighs. Sheriff Weikath snorted. Even if he added both guns together his was still bigger. 
Made a bigger hole going in and coming out. 


The blonde pulled out a purse and dropped some money on the table, touching his hat to the lad.er..gentlemen 
and waddled toward the door, even touching his hat to the sheriff as he passed. 


Weikath turned to follow him with his eyes, still feeling that niggling in the base of his skull. He knew he had 


seen him before. 


His eyes lowered, widening as he watched the man walk through the door. 


Damn, now that was an ass. 


He headed over and looked out at the street, seeing the man untying the strange horse and then with some 


effort getting his ass in the saddle. 
Sheriff Weikath heard the horse groan. 
Hell, you'd groan too if that ass mounted you. 


He turned the horse and gave it a hard kick, the long suffering sigh of the animal heard before it broke into a 
shuffling trot, grunting with every bounce of that ass. 


"Who was he?" 


Kai shrugged, leaning against his arm. "Just a stranger." Weikath felt fingers walk up his arm. "So when are you 


going to come by so we can show you our gratitude?" 


"Told you, just doing my job. I'm not allowed to accept gifts, no matter how little they are in value." Weikath 


shook his head. "I've seen him before. He didn't give his name?" 


Kai sighed. "Well, | think you could make an exception Let's not call it a gift, let's call it an exchange of 


services.” 


"No can do. Besides, how would it look if you gave me something for free? Next thing you know, you'd be asked 
about half price sales and such. Buy five get one free. It would be bad for business." 


"You're right, Sheriff. But if you ever decide to take us up on it, just whistle." Weikath jumped when Kai pinched 
his ass, laughing as he headed for the stairs. "Oh, and he said just call him Fat Butt" 


Weikath swore. 

Fat Butt. 

In his town. 

That would mean the Fuzzy Haired Kid couldn't be too far behind. 
He'd better get ready to pump. 


Neither Fat Butt nor Fuzzy had shown up, and if the sheriff had to spend one more day in the saloon he was 


going to enter a nunnery. 


Not for the vows, just so they couldn't follow him there. Hell, he'd gone to the outhouse the other night and 
had to convince Sascha he really could hold it himself. Not easy to do when you are holding it and trying to 


swat away a couple of hands at the same time. 

Then it hit him. 

Maybe the reason they weren't coming was because they knew he was there. What he needed was a way of 
hiding. But it had to be in plain sight. He wondered aloud, and Kai was right on it. Actually, Kai was right on him, 
dropping in his lap like a red haired stone and whispering suggestions in his ear. 

But he didn't think he could do it. 

As much as he loved wearing the badge, it was a bit extreme. 

But sometimes you had to bite the bullet. 

So he bit. 


The first night he thought he would die. It seemed like the whole town came by for a look, and much to his 


chagrin he got asked upstairs so many times Kai was begging him to set a price. 

So he did. 

And after that Kai left him alone. | seemed that his balls were a bit more than he was willing to pay. 
Finally, on the fourth nights, he heard it. 

Clop grunt clop. Clop grunt clop. 

Then a long wheezing groan and the sound of bones cracking as they settled back into place. 

The doors swung open and there he was. 

Fat Butt. 


He scanned the saloon with his eyes, looking around until they came to rest on the longest set of legs he'd 


ever seen. 


And then they went up, up over the dress until he was staring into ice blue eyes surrounded by black fringe. 


He smiled, stopping at the bar long enough to buy a bottle of Kai's best and grab a couple of glasses before 


waddling..er..walking over to where Weikath sat. He dropped into the chair beside him, the wood letting out 


several loud creaks. Setting the glasses and bottle on the table, he leaned forward, letting his eyes boldly roam 


the pale exposed skin 

"I'm Fat Butt" 

"Indeed, | noticed." 

"You have spirit. | like that." 

"You have cellulite. | don't like that" 

"What's your name?" 

"Choo choo Train" 

Fat Butts smile faded a bit. "That's an odd name." 

"My father worked for the railroad." 

"So, Choo choo," Fat Butts fingers stroked the long fingers laying on the table, 
"And improved." 

"How much would it cost to take you upstairs?" 

"| charge by the pound, are you sure you can afford it?" 
"Ive got lots of money." 

"You've got lots of ass." 

"| need a big place to carry my purse.” 


"An ass that size you could carry your own press." 


"are you new?" 


Fat Butt smiled again Apparently the sheriff had been right. There wasn't much mind lurking there. "I like you." 


"| like me too." 


"Want to fuck?" 


"Want to fuck off?" 

Fat Butt shrugged. "Fuck off, fuck on, whatever." 

"You'd crush me with that ass. I've seen your horse." 

"So you can be on top." 

"My legs don't spread that wide." 

"You're a hard one." 

‘For you? Trust me, l'm soft as | can be. In fact, | think I've gone into hiding," 

Sheriff Weikath had enough. Battling wits was fine, but this was an opponent who was not only unarmed, but 
obviously needed a map to find his way to a clue. Standing up, he reached under his skirt, causing Fat Butt to 
grin even wider. 

"Got something to show me?" 

"Yeah, a big gun, fully loaded and ready to shoot" 


Fat Butt leaned forward and licked his lips. "Fire away!" 


Weikath was never so tempted to do just that but he contented himself with putting the muzzle against Fat 
Butt's forehead. "On your feet, Fat Butt" 


Fat Butt cursed, raising his hands and standing. "You cheated!" 

"So? Who are you going to tell? Your mommy? Get a move on" 

The sheriff swore he saw Fat Butts horse grin at him when they crossed the street to the jail. He couldn't 
blame the beast, after all, he might actually manage to get his back level again if Fat Butt was in there long 
enough. After taking his guns, he patted him down for weapons, finding two knives, a couple of shiny rocks and 
a dime novel about Billy the Kid. Not having read that one yet, the sheriff tossed it onto his desk. After all, it 
would be a long night. 


The prisoner settled, Sheriff Weikath changed back into his regular clothes and gave his balls a few good 
scratches, spit a few times and then settled in to read. 


And wait. 


He knew he would come for him. 


After all, when your sidekick is in trouble, it's just what you do. 

He came at dawn 

Then he took a nap. 

A good gunfight always had that effect on him. 

He had just woken up and checked on the prisoner, making himself a mental note to put a second cot in there. 
That much overhang couldn't be good. Then he heard to commotion in the street. Hurrying to the door, he 
pushed back the curtain and looked out, expecting to see a stranger in town 

Well, it was strange but no stranger. 

The Reverend Kiske was back, flock in tow. 


All five of them. 


And they were marching back and forth in front of the Kai Palace, holding signs such as "Wores go Hume" and 
"Git out uf our twon". 


Apparently his flock weren't very smart either. 

And they were singing, which wouldn't have been so bad but they couldn't agree on a hymn so in was like a 
battle of who could sing louder. Hitching up his pants -- and checking to make sure everything was fastened 
let's not have that happen again -- he headed out to send them on their way. Just in time to see a real 


stranger riding in. 


This horse wasn't bowed in the middle but he was big. So was the man on his back. And sticking out from 
under his white hat were fuzzy curls. 


He rode right up to the sheriff and swung down off his horse. Dropping the reins, he stuck his thumbs in his 
gun belt and sashayed to him. 


"You the sheriff?" 
"No, | just enjoy wearing a big silver star on my chest. It makes me feel special." 


"Why are you wearing a black hat?" 


"Why are you wearing a white one?" 

"Because they were out of black ones." 

"Couldn't wait for them to restock?" 

"No, | had someplace to be. So why is yours black?" 

"Goes better with my hair and eyes." 

"Can't argue that. I'm looking for someone." 

"Aren't we all?" 

"Name of Fat Butt" 

"Interesting name, why do you call him that?" 

"Cause he has a fat ass. | know he's here, | see his horse." 

"The swayback? That belongs to the reverend. He's that way from carrying all the sins." 
"You're funny." 

"So are you, but | try not to judge a man by his looks." 

"Do you know who | am?" 

"Is that a rhetorical question or are you suffering from amnesia?" 
‘lm the Fuzzy Haired Kid." 

"We got a barber who can take care of that for you." 

"Thanks, but | like it this way." 

"Whatever works for you. So why are you looking for Fat Butt?" 
"He's a friend of mine." 

"Well, I'm afraid he's going to have to stay here for a few days, he has an appointment." 


"With a judge?" 


"No, a weight loss doctor and a guy who makes toupees." 
“There's nothing wrong with his hair." 


Its not his hair, his eyebrows are complaining how tiring it is when they reach for the hairline. They'd like it 


moved forward a few inches. Not to mention the sunscreen for his forehead is costing him a fortune." 
| don't think | like you." 

"Why? I'm very likable." 

"You know what this means, don't you?" 

"l'm off your Christmas list?" 

"This means I'm going to have to kill you." 

"Damn, and here | thought we could go on a picnic and talk this out under a tree.” 

"Really? A picnic? With some of those little sandwiches with the crust cut off?" 

The sheriff rolled his eyes. "Sure. And I'll even whip up a quiche." 

The Kid grinned. "You know, you're alright for a stinking lawman" 

"Tell you what, meet me here at sundown and I'll be packing and ready to go." 

"Sure!" The Kid caught his horse and swung into the saddle. "Can | bring anything? Whiskey? Beer? Milk?" 
"Milk? Got a taste for the hard stuff, do you?" 

The Kid touched his hat and grinned. "I'll be looking forward to it.” 

Sheriff Weikath nodded. "So will | 


The Kid spun his horse and headed out of town. The sheriff shook his head and turned to go back to the jail, 
spotting Dani scribbling something on a scrap of paper. "What are you doing?" 


"Making a list of what you'll need for the picnic." 


Weikath patted his head on the way by. Good help was so hard to find. 


Sundown 

The town was deserted, everyone hiding in their homes. 

Or eating dinner, Weikath didn't know which and he really didn't care. 

Fat Butt was sulking. 

He wanted to go on the picric. 

Weikath heard the approaching hoofbeats. Checking his gun one last time, he headed out into the street. 

The Kid stopped his horse and swung out of the saddle. "So are we ready to go?" 

Sheriff Weikath shook his head. "Look Kid, we have a little problem here. See, l'm the law. And you're wanted by 


the law. And it says right in the rule book, page forty two, article sixteen dash seven that there are no picnics 


allowed" 
The Kid's face fell. "Well that's a stupid rule. So what do we do now?" 
Sheriff Weikath drew himself up. "So now | have to take you in" 

"Take me in? Why? l'm not an orphan" 

"Not that way, Kid. | mean take you to jail 

"The same jail as Fat Butt?" 

"Well, kind of. You'd have your own cell. His ass is too big to double you up. 
The Kid shook his head sadly. "I can't let you do that, Sheriff" 

"Im afraid lm going to have to, Kid" 

And that quick, the fight was on 


Dust and curses flew, the sounds of screams of pain as hot lead flew, yanked and twisted as they ducked for 
cover and then came out blazing again. In their homes, the people peeked out windows, cheering for their 
sheriff and then hurrying back to the table before their food got cold. From the Kai Palace, shrieks and 
screams and words of encouragement from Kai and Sascha -- as well as a loud and vehement argument over 


who had the best butt -- rang out, the two of them humping at each other like dogs in heat at the sight of 


the sweaty, heaving men. 
And then with a last jump from behind and a quick flick of the wrist it was over. 


Sheriff Weikath got to his feet and pulled the subdued Fuzzy Haired kid up beside him. "Sorry Kid, looks like its 
the end of the line." 


The Kid reached up and ran his hand through his flattened curls, letting out a long wail as the sheriff led him 
to the jail 


The reign of terror was over. 

The Fuzzy Haired Kid wasn't fuzzy anymore. 
Was he? 

A month later... 


Sheriff Weikath strolled into the Kai Palace, motioning to the barkeep for a beer and going to take a seat at 
the table were Kai was working on the books. "Quiet night?" 


Kai looked up and grinned. "Closing early. | have a date with Henjo." 


"So, how's the new one working out?" Weikath looked over where Fat Butt was giggling in a man's lap, the man 


slightly red in the face but enjoying the ass spread over him. 


"Andi? Wonderfully! In fact, Sascha was complaining that everyone likes him better. Something about the 
cushion better for pushing." 


"That's a hell of a cushion. Andi, huh? No more Fat Butt?! 
"No, he didn't really like that name anyway." 


Weikath drained his beer and set the mug on the table. "Well, I'm off to take a stroll around town. Oh, got a 
letter from the Kid." 


"Oh? And how is he?" 
"Not too bad, seems like he's learning how to play music.” 


"Well good for him," Kai grinned. "Maybe when he gets out, he can come here. | can always use a man who 


knows how to tickle my ivory.” 

"Maybe he can" Weikath touched his hat. "Have a good night, now." 
And the sheriff left, heading out to make sure all was well. 

After all... 


It was his town. 


